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Coming Home 


‘Don't get too drunk." 


Eddie's words ran through Dave's head like the half assed warning they were. The singer knew Dave would 
drink but was hoping that it could, for one night, be kept under control. Because Dave knew that there were 
plans afoot, ones that he would enjoy. 


Once they'd fallen out from behind the door, Dave had gone back to work while Eddie had hung back. Dave's 
heart swelled with happiness having his lover so close. His cock swelled at the memory of having his nipple 
sucked, the wet patch all too evident on the sheer white shirt. That was how he knew the drinking warning 


didn't mean a lot. 


Dave stood before cameras, smiling until his face ached and hugging people he barely knew. As the night wore 
on, he felt himself beginning to tire of the attention. Suddenly all Dave wanted was to be back at home and 


wrapped up in the arms of the man he loved 


When he finally managed to extract himself from the attention of celebrities and press, he found Eddie sitting 


at the bar. His head was down and he was scrawling on a napkin. A bottle of red wine and a glass sat in front 


of him. The bottle looked to be mostly empty. 
So much for not drinking 


Draping an arm around the smaller man's waist, Dave rested his chin on Eddie's shoulder and gazed down at 


the words on the napkin. 

"Ready to go?" he murmured. 

The napkin was drawn from the bar and Dave watched as Eddie stashed it in a pocket. The older man drained 
the last of the wine before he slid from the stool. Eyes as blue as the California sky gazed up at Dave and, 
for the first time that day, Dave saw something twinkle through them. 

"Yeah, l'm ready." 

They walked out side by side, neither touching the other as they ran the gauntlet of photographers. Dave was 
buzzed and he knew that the tiniest touch would have him pushing Eddie up against the nearest wall. Now that 
was a scoop that the photographers would love and Dave had to smile, trying to taunt them into the smallest 


touch or kiss. 


A black town car stood at the curb. Dave opened the door and turned to Eddie. The smaller man looked at him, 


an expression of mild confusion on his face. 

"My car-" He pointed to the junction that was ahead of them. 

"You've been drinking." Dave grinned. "We'll pick it up in the morning." 

He watched as Eddie got in, his eyes drifting down to the other man's perfectly formed ass. Dave licked his lips 
as he scrambled in and slammed the door shut. He didn't bother to settle himself into the deep leather seats, 
instead dropping himself into Eddie's lap as the car pulled out into traffic. 

"Oops," Dave said with a grin. "The car moved before | could sit" 


"You're such a liar, Grohl. Sit down and behave." 


Leaning forward, Dave brushed his lips against Eddie's forehead, his lips nudging the other's thick, curly hair 


from his face. 
"| am sat down" 
"In a seat, Dave." 


Dave recognised the stern tone that Eddie was using. It was the one that Dave had come to associate with 


those times that he was pushing the other man's patience. Sometimes it was used in jest. Sometimes it wasn't. 


Dave had learned to behave and listen lest he found himself at the receiving end of Eddie's strict hand. 


Not that he minded those punishments. He enjoyed the sting and the warm pain that came with being across 
the older man's strong thighs. Dave would be the first to admit that sometimes he needed putting in his place. 
And if it came from the hands of the man he loved then Dave didn't care. 


Giving Eddie a small kiss, he slid into the adjacent seat. But he wasn't about to keep his hands to himself. 
Curling his fingers beneath Eddie's chin, he drew the older man in for a soft, yet hungry, kiss. 


"Thank you for tonight," he murmured. "Thank you for coming and finding me. Thank you for standing beside 


me. It means the world to me." 


He felt Eddie purr against his lips and Dave smiled. Pressing himself closer, he deepened the kiss, his tongue 
flicking over the other man's velvety soft lips. 


Everyone had wondered why he'd fallen for Eddie. Someone who was so calm, so introspective, and so peaceful 
seemed like a complete mismatch for loud, boisterous and outgoing Grohl. Yet Eddie, with his mane of thick, 
wavy hair and serene blue eyes, was just what Dave needed in his life. He needed someone who could ground 
him. Someone who could pull him back to earth when the fame and adulation became too much. Someone who 
could help him think outside of the box and look at life in a different way. And Dave adored him for it. He 
worshipped the ground Eddie walked on and any separation, no matter how short, brought pangs of pain to 
Dave's very soul. He was in love in a way he'd never experienced before and it made him giddy with 


excitement. 


The car dropped them at Dave's front door. Once they were inside, Dave pushed the smaller man against the 
wall. His hands slid into Eddie's hair and his lips once more sought out his lover's. 


"| love you," he murmured. "I love you so much." 


Hands clutched at him and pulled Dave close as teeth nipped at his lower lip. Dave could feel his lips bruising 
and his own hands tugged at Eddie's hair. 


"Bedroom. Now," the singer hissed before he pushed Dave away. 


Collecting himself, Dave made for the stairs. He knew that the other man was hot on his heels and, once he 
was in their bedroom, he turned to watch Eddie enter. Over the course of the evening, Dave hadn't spent a lot 
of time with his lover and it was only then that he had the chance to take in Eddie's outfit. The older man was 
dressed in a charcoal grey suit with a white shirt under his jacket. A grey silk tie, finished with a small, 
discreet tie pin, was wound around his neck. For the first time, Dave realised that Eddie hadn't dressed to 
impress the press or other party goers. He'd dressed to catch Dave's eye and it made the younger man go 


weak at the knees. 


"You look amazing,” he sighed. "You look fuckin’ incredible." 


He watched as Eddie closed the bedroom door. Despite them living alone, it was a force of habit, a way for 
them to shut away the world when they needed privacy. Stepping up to the smaller man, Dave tilted Eddie's 
head back and gave him another crushing kiss. His cock twitched in his black suit pants and the sheer shirt 
was suddenly feeling a little uncomfortable. As Eddie leaned into him, Dave felt tears begin to prick his eyes. He 
was lucky. So lucky. He'd wondered if he'd ever fall in love again after one relationship had soured so badly it 


had left Dave sick. But he'd fallen on his feet. 


Dave sank to his knees and very carefully unzipped Eddie's pants. A hand came to rest on his head, letting him 
know that all was well. Wrapping a hand around Eddie's thick cock, Dave closed his lips over the head and gently 
began to suck. Almost instantly soft purrs drifted down to his ears and the hand on his hair tightened, tilting 
his head back so that he was forced to look into the other man's eyes. The lust that flickered across Eddie's 
face made Dave moan, his pants becoming tighter by the second. The guitarist knew that he was in for a long 


night, one that was filled with the most divine pleasures known to man. 


"You're a good cock sucker, Grohl. Very good. | don't know why | didn't ask you to do this a long time ago. Could 


have saved myself a lot of hassle hunting for someone every night of the week." 


Dave knew that this was, in part, punishment for his earlier surliness. Sulking and lashing out over something 
like an awards ceremony weren't things that Eddie appreciated. While they were a big deal to Dave, Eddie 
avoided them at all costs and slowly Dave was learning that there was more to life than some shiny statue or 


plaque. Besides, he had so many statues that he'd taken to using them as doorstops. 


The hand moved to his forehead and have him a gentle push. Understanding what was wanted of him, Dave 
pulled back, Eddie's cock leaving his mouth with a soft pop. Sitting back on his heels, he looked up at the older 
man, watching as he slowly began to undress. While he wanted to sit there and jerk off, Dave knew better than 
to touch himself. Instead, he took in the way Eddie moved, watching as muscles rippled beneath his skin. He was 
slimmer than Dave was and did far more exercise. While Dave resorted to biking a few times a week, it wasn't 
uncommon for him to wake and find Eddie gone, his car and surfboard heading for the coast. Dave had debated 
selling his house and buying something beside the sea so that he could spend his nights writing music and his 
days watching the love of his life tame the waves. 


Eddie returned the grey suit to the closet as he spoke, "Get undressed. Leave your shorts and that shirt on" 
Dave did as he was asked, hanging the jacket and pants before going and sitting on the bed. His cock throbbed 
and pre-come was dampening his shorts. When Eddie sat beside him and placed a hand over his erection, Dave 


let out a long, low sigh. 


"You were good tonight. Its nice to see how you interact with the public. Maybe | can learn something from 


you." 


"Yeah?" Dave croaked. 


"Yeah." 


He let out another moan as Eddie began to rub him through the soft fabric of his shorts. Dave twitched, his 
cock following suit. Lips brushed against his cheek and kissed a trail down to his jaw as Eddie closed his fingers 


around Dave and slowly began to stroke him. 


"Are you going to come for me, baby?" Eddie murmured in his ear. "I want to feel your cock throbbing and 


listen as you say my name. I'm going to make you do that a lot tonight." 


Dave sagged and groaned. He could already feel his orgasm growing, his body tightening as his cock grew 
harder. Eddie gently licked at his earlobe before moving to the soft spot just behind Dave's ear. 


"Want to know what l'm going to do to you?" 
"Yes," Dave replied. "I do." 


Eddie gave an experimental squeeze of his cock before he continued, "| might suck your cock. Might bend you 
over the bed and fuck you. Might just spend all night teasing you like this, making you come into your shorts 
again and again. Might put some pillows under you and give you bratty ass the hiding it deserves. Might lie you 


down and touch you until you come all over yourself” 


The memory of that night so many months ago always reduced Dave to a trembling mess. One balmy, 
thundery night, Eddie had lain beside him. His fingers and tongue had touched everywhere except Dave's cock. 
Dave had screamed and cried and writhed, cursing the other man in one breath and begging him in the next. 


Finally, just as the storm had broken, Dave had reached his peak, an unearthly scream leaving his body. 


Now the other man's hands were driving him crazy once more. As one worked at his cock so the other came 
to rest at the base of his throat. Eddie's thumb gently pressed against Dave's jaw, tilting his head to one side. 
Teeth nipped at the soft, sensitive skin, no doubt leaving marks in their wake while Eddie tightened his hand 
around Dave's cock and began to stroke him faster. With a buck of his hips and a cry of his lover's name, 
Dave soaked his shorts. His body trembled and his mind swam as he rode out the waves of his delightful 
orgasm. No one else had ever made him feel like Eddie did. No one else had desired him as strongly as the 
singer did. 


As Dave began to calm so Eddie gave him a gentle kiss. 

"Good boy. Get rid of those shorts and lie on your front. Put a couple of pillows beneath your hips." 

Dave knew what was coming next and it sent a tremor of pleasure through his softening cock. He stood and 
pushed his shorts down and off. Grabbing the pillows from the head of the bed, Dave placed them at the 


centre of the mattress before bending himself over them. His ass was perfectly presented, ready for 


whatever his lover had planned. 


After a moment, he felt the bed depress beside him and Eddie placed a hand on Dave's offered ass. His fingers 
gently stroked over the smooth, pert globes. 


"You've got a nice ass. A gorgeous little ass. But sometimes it needs reminding that its owner can be a real 
pain in the ass." 


"| know," Dave murmured. "I know." 


"| don't appreciate what you did, Dave. | don't appreciate the position you put me in. And, while | know that | 
need to become a part of your life just as much as you're a part of mine, | don't like it when it feels as 
though you're pressuring me to do it. Do you understand?" 


Dave shivered at the other man's stern tone and allowed himself to shrink into the bed He looked forward to 
these moments, enjoying when Eddie gently guided him back onto the straight and narrow. 


"Yes, Sir," he softly replied. "I understand." 
"Good. I'm glad you do. Now just lie still and enjoy." 


His cock was already hard again and pressed against the soft swell of pillows. When the first spank landed 
against his right ass cheek, Dave groaned and rolled his hips. The pain was there for a brief second, the crack 
of Eddie's hand lingering in the air. As always, his lover paused between blows, allowing Dave to think for a 
moment and for the pain to subside into the delicious warmth that Dave adored so much. 


The second smack caught his left cheek. Again, Dave lifted his hips, presenting them to his lover and letting 
him know that Dave appreciated what was being done. Again, he pressed his cock back to the pillows, the 
sensation of all but fucking them driving him crazy. 


Again and again Eddie let fly, the sound of his hand against Dave's skin echoing around the round. Again and 
again, Dave howled and cried. He kicked his legs and rubbed himself against the pillows. His second orgasm was 


already close, his balls and cock pulled up tight against his stomach. 
"Come on, Dave. Come again for me. Let me see you explode. Let me see you come all over the bed." 


As another blow landed against his upper thighs, Dave parted his legs and gave the man a view of his hard 
cock and painfully full balls. He needed another orgasm, needed another release. Needed to feel that red hot 
pleasure course through his veins again and again. When Eddie's hand finally reconnected with his ass, Dave let 
out a cry of his lover's name as his cock throbbed against the pillows. His seed soaked the soft mound and 
Dave couldn't help but roll his hips as he rode out the pleasure. 


Dave knew that Eddie knew what he was doing. If they'd skipped straight to the sex, Dave would have made 


sure it was over in less than five minutes. His impatience would have gotten the better of him and the one 


thing on his mind would have been the final, inevitable climax. However, his lover had worked out that if he 


gave Dave what he wanted first, then the guitarist was more likely to relax and enjoy the moment. 


As always, it had worked and Dave melted into the bed, his mind and body lost in a swirling haze of pleasure. 
When | hand stroked down his back, Dave lifted his head and smiled at the older man. Eddie looked relaxed, far 


more so than he had done an hour earlier. 
"Going to roll over for me?" 


With the smile still on his lips, Dave did as he was asked. He pushed the wet pillows from the bed and spread 
his legs. His limbs and eyes felt heavy and he welcomed the smaller man with open arms. Lips sealed against 
his and Dave sighed softly as Eddie carefully prepared and entered him. The other man's large cock stretched 
and filled him, making Dave lazily roll his hips as he drapped his arms around Eddie's neck. Long fingers tickled 
at the hem of the shirt he was still wearing, pushing it up until his stomach and chest were exposed. Gentle 
kisses wound their way from his face, across the bunched up shirt and to his stomach. Wrapping his legs 
around the older man's waist, Dave moved with hin, lost in the heavenly moment. 


"| love you," he murmured. "I love you so much. Being with you is the only place | want to be" 


And it was true. Dave had found a home in Eddie. 


